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CHAPTER XII.

A" . A Friend In Need:

That which came to Forbes was an
inspiration, such as-comes oftenest to
he kind-hearted, the impulwive and, I

i, the youthtul. So he hailed

’ b he ¢ould find and
-over to the Dryden. Keen-
observing, as full of ro-
waterchestnut is of starch,
best friend and the
per-beech bhair were
fools, spoiling their
fle, One was too proud
other too proud to
truth. It was all just as
uman!) as one of those
melodramas over which the
cs laughed and commented
humanly impossible. Just
y same, he knew that these silly af-
@ the melodramas of a vast

§

:
:

3
1

, 555 Ei
gagg..

g
E
B
§

g
5

g

el

£e
Fay

‘Mearson was still up.
is Mr, Forbes.” Ty
¢ g0
gentleman who was recently
in that fine old Sheraton of
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v you want those papers?” %
-“Papers?”

L

t her repetitions a trifle
“Yes. 1 know who took them.
e'll have to hurry. Mr. Craw-
sails for Italy at dawn and may
g0 aboard tonight.”

“Wait!” This was thundered through
the panels of the door. )

‘She had om her sables when she
came out, but her hair was tousled like
the other woman’s.

« «" he began.

*At his club. Have you a taxicab
downstairs”

“Yea™

‘Come!"

F.

She caught him by the

".mmmuuumto the lift.

o}f&& .:heremr
I

Down they went; the lift-boy’'s eyes
opened their fullest, She never let go
of the sleeva till she was inside the
cab. “It was Jim, and it never came
to me! How quickly can we get
there?”

“In about & quirter of an hour.” He
directed the chauffeur, and they rum-

 bled off.

*Did he tell you he was going to

Italy?” ,
“Yes. He was upstairs with us,
playing poker. He doesn’t intend ta

come back.”.

ly never

- dom ’;ﬂ any ?Np:um
m. 2 w . a8
‘about that other woman. -What %01
?f jor. whsh:ahe is, now? Ob;

r . ‘You're x good ‘mas,
.t e and tell me. 1
m'ﬁuq:nwer coming back
. bee ‘my love Wasn't worth a.cop
per ! It fen’t even:now!”
i -mm'uatool. too,”, sajd
Forbes grimly. He hadn't bargained
for hysterics.

i  “He never was & fool; it was L”
' Sald. Forbes: “I love him better
man I know, and I want to
I straighten out the tangle;

he won't be able. .

“How can I be calm? It was my let-| '

ters. He remembered I kept them in
that box. He wanted to take away
something that belonged to me. Iam
‘an infidel; I have been

aking an idol of propriety. I've lied
-for five years. If he goes
Italy ia the morning, I shall go with

*Oh, I know my heart now!’
bo  quiet, Miss Mearson?
_chauffeur keeps turning round,

you think of me!”
a whole lot. I don

*Don't worry about your part, Mr.
Forbes. No man could do a_ kinder
thing than you have done. Why, you
don't even know me! But you'll not
regret it.”

“No? How do you know I shan't
regret it?"—lightly. “When 1I've
watched you day by day as you went
past my studio, and wondered if the
day would ever come when I'd say the
same words Crawford said five years
.'o!u

“Don’'t laugh, Mr. Fogbes.” *

“Laugh? The Lord knows I'm seri-
ous enough. But here we are. Get
yourself in hand. I want to make this
& happy-ever-after story, and tell it to
a friend of mine who'll make thou-
sands of silly schoolgirls shudder with
rapture.”

“You're a strange man.”

“No, only I'm a little mad myself to-
night.” .

The gir]l was at the top of the steps,
hunting for the bell, ere Forbes could
complete his directions to the chauf-
feur, who nodded boredly and took out
a cigarette. These night adventures
were as old as the hills to him.

CHAPTER XIIL
A Love Story.

Tableau. The rosy light from the
fire touching the gold leaf on a royal
cartonnage, or moving the shadows on
the wall behind, ruddying a face three
thousand years old, twinkling back
from the shoe-buttons. So much for
the inanimate. Crawford, erect, proud
and defiant; the girl poised on the
threshold, with the winged eagerness
of Victory; Forbes, twirling his hat,
difident and abashed. - All these
things Haggerty saw from behind ' his
curtain.

In life as in fairy-tales, ’tis woman
who breaks the enchantment. The
picture dissolved as she ran toward
Crawford, whose glance went past her
to Forbes.

“My letters!”

“They are mine!”

“And 17"

Crawford  did not understand.
“Forbes, did you tell her? If you did,
God forgive you, I never will!”

Forbes flung his hat on a chair.
“All I've done is to bring her to you.”

“He came and told me you were
sailing and never coming back. I've
been a miserable fool!” She held out
her arms, round and firm and white.

4] Don't Care Who the Other Woman
{ ls.”

To Forbes she was as lovely as the
Madonna . he had once dreamed of
painting. “I don’t care who the other
woman is. Whatever she has been to
JOU. & « o

“Janet, you are hysterical!™

“No. Do you want me, Jim?"’ :

Crawford leaned with .his - hands
upon the desk. He was as white as

"she was. Forbes turned his back and

began idly to pluck at the frayed brit-
‘tle wrapping of a mummy. Lord! he
thought, even this gruesome thing had
loved something once.

“Janet,” ‘he heard Crawford say,
“will-you go with me to Italy in the
morning?”

"'“-'. y

“Without question, past or future?”

“As I am.” The fever was gone
from her voice. .

“You will give up the life you have
known and share the hardships of
mine ?—for they are hard and as much
a part of mie as the air.”

“Yes, as [ am fiow.”

The mummy st which

own, his own idle, drifting,
story. His head stole ‘xo
of his effort to keep it

| why I did not explain long ago. She

have cursed you, for I believed you
must have told her; and I wanted
no other love than this, absolute, with-
out reservation. I am ah odd man, but
I am as God made nmte. You wonder

| . accused me of bringing her a second-
§ hand love. I deny that I evinced fool-
ish pride when I left ‘her. She had
listened to idle gossip without first
hearing my side before she judged.
Had she come to me at any time as
she has come tonight. . . What's
the use of going over all that? -She is
mine now, even it you did bring her
to me.”

_“On the contrary,” said Forbes, “1.
believe she brought me.”

The girl's arm wound about Craw-
ford's neck tightly. |

““What's the matter?”’ asked Craw-
ford suddenly, as he marked the ex-'
pression of astonishment on his
friend's face.

The answer came from behind.
“Sorry, sir, t' interrupt.” said Hag-
gerty, pushing the valét before him:
“but duty’'s duty, an' time don't wait.”,

For Haggerty, familiar as he wac
with battle, murder and sudden death,
bhad never witnessed a scene like this
ona, and it had outlasted his patience.

“And who the devil are you?" de-
manded Crawford, swinging about and
facing the detective. .

The girl stepped back, her fingers
trembling with the collar of her cloak.
Immediately she dropped her hands,
smiled and laid one hand on Craw-
ford's arm confidently., What did all
the other people in the world nat-
ter?’

“I am ‘Haggerty of th’ central office.” |
Haggerty knew when to bluster and
when not to.

“What are you doing here in my
house?*

Forbes was beset by all his previous
doubts. A detective, and why should
he be here? He thought of a thou-
sand ways of overcoming Haggerty,
of holding him till Crawford was safe-
ly aboard the Celtic; and then remem-
bered the surest and deadliest of all
detectives—the wireless. There was
no escape.

“He would not inform me, sir,”
spoke the wvalet, drawing down his
cuffs.

“Was he threatening you, }Jason?”

“Oh, no, sir. He merely desired you
to enter without suspecting his pres-
ence. 1 don't understand him at all,
sir.”

“Well, Mr. Haggerty?” said Craw-
Vi,

“You are James Crawford,” began
Haggerty, walking over to the desk.

“I am.”

“A rich man with a fad for digging
up these things”—indicating the walls.

“Yes” ;

“All right; have a little patience till
I get th’ shell off an’ down t’ th’ meat.”

“I'm waiting.”

“This morning you got tickets in a
hurry for yourself an’ valet for Italy.
Then you did th’ rounds of your banks.
You had lunch at your club with an ol’
gent with whiskers who’s just back
from Upper Egypt. You worked most
o' th' afternoon here in this room.
Listen. On Tuesday night, th’ second
week in June last, you played poker
till six in th* morning in’'th’ studio‘of
that young chap over there”—with a
jerk of his head toward Forbes. “You
won three hundred dollars. Coming
home that morning you-gave ten dol-
lars t’ th’ ol’ apple woman on the. cor-
ner near th’ pawn shop. THere's a flat
not far away, with a young woman liv-
ing in it. No harm done in telling
that since th’ young lady here knows
all about it. I could ’a’ told her you
was straight an’ decent an’ that th’
young woman was living on your char-
ity.”

“What, in God’s name, is all this
about?” gasped Crawford.

Mason the valet went to the side
window and threw it up. He remained
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Remodeling the Earth.

Three-quarters of the exports of the
prosperotis wsland: of Ceylom ot
tea and rubber, Yet both seroph
are of foreign oungin, and intro .
duced into tho lsland a comivhratively
short time ago. The first Ceylon «a
was sold in England in 1880, and rub-
uer plantations are a still mcre receat
devclopment.

It is just another reminder of the way
man is remodeling the earth—or at
least “the fruits of the earth—to stit
hi¥ needs and wishes, Our own coun-
try. furnishes a yet more remarkable
illustration o' this truth, but with us
the change Is older. Our gr-atest crep
is still the native cornm, but that corn
is fed to domestic animals evary one
of which was introduced i{rom Europe;
and our wheat, oats, barley, rye and
fruit and nut crops are all of old-world
origin.

By contrast, the potato, which does so
much to support Ireland and which is
now Germany's chief crop, is an Amer-
ican tuber.

Civilized man changes the plang and
animal lite of a region almost at will,
yot in some ways he is timid ani nesi-
tating to a degree. He origina‘es al- |
most nothing; he mrrely Improves, |
adapts, transports, With a few trifling |
exceptions, which merely point the rule, |
civilized man ralses no crops which |
were.not rajlsed by his half barbarous |
predecessors, and uses no animals that
were not tamed by people who had no |
alphabet.—Chicago Journal.

Asked the Right Man.

A Louigville attorney and a railroad !
man who has his “stopover’ here, went |
to 0 theater the other night. The rail- |
road man saw a flashily dressed, red |
faced, sporty looking individual :dttlngi
in one of the boxes. . |

“Who Is that tough looking person |
gitting in the box" the railroad man ,
asked pleasantly. "“He looks like a
drunken burglar.”

“That, said the
cousin.”

The railroad man gasped a couple of
times before he could get a grip on
himself. Then a smile spread over his
face as he remarked:

“Well, I went straight to headquar-
ters for information, didn't 1?"—Louis-
ville Times.

attorney,” is my

A DASHING AFTERNOON
COSTUME FOR HER
WHO PROMENADES

setanding_by it, unnoticed.
(To Be Cuncluded.)

A Generation.

Webster merely defines a generation
generally, as “the average life of man,
or the ordinary period of time:at whieh
one rack follows another, or father is
succeeded by child.” The Standard
dictionary says: ‘“‘Commonly estimat-
ed at one-third of a century.” The

A LA MICITAIRE:

This rather unique costume takes its
distinction from navy broadcloth, set
off with revers and vestee of checker- |
board black and white ribbon. Under-
neath the wcartridge belt, which I8
picked out with hits of metal embroid- |
ery, the draped skirt buttons on to|

Century dictionary states that “the
historical average is commonly rock-l
oned at about thirty years.” !

the coat. With this frock goes af
swagger little black pressed beaver hat, |
an ostrich pompon on top®

The Gilded

Sto

the weatbher vane?” asked da
“Once upon & time there

het little ones.

swered.

“ 1 shall be quite safe, l'll‘oln‘&ﬁlit
' weyon are very foolish,’ his mother warned him: ‘The king doesn’t care

anything about chickens except in ples.’

Forbes
staring strangely: wavered. Forbes
blinked hard and caught the tears .
fore they fell. I was 3 'sif 1'm tired of this old barnyard.’
story he was thinking af; it 1 :« “Phig barnyard may be dull, but
spi

There they stood, face to face,
The girl's sables had fallen apart, d
closing -her peignoir. 7 She
ount like that! Why the; devil didn't
the man take her, take
heart swelled with sage. But’
died as quickiy as it had come. Craw-
ford swnng the wirl hito his arms: all
the weariness gone from his scholarly
face, whichy wag now tra with
Something Forbes had never seen on
any mdn’s face béfore. - 3
“Girl,” sald Crawford, “T'm & bruts,

but 1 wanted to be sure. Five years!
Well, this moment is worth it.”

_“Tell. her the truth,”. cried Forbes

His
rage

time and hurried on.
“A’ little farther along he came to

w

Daddy’s Bedtime [
e Chick on the > T |

" AVE I ever told you the story of how the rooster got his place on
Jack and Evelyn could not remember that he had. so he began:

her I;andlome chicks. Every one admired them, and she was very proud of

“Once she did not have her usual luck with a setting of eggs. When the
was | little chicks came out of the shells there was one egg out of which came &
little balf chick. He had one eye and one wing and one leg.

“One day’ thé little balf chick said to his mother: ‘I'm golng traveling.

“But the little chick paid no attention to his mother and started out to
visit the king. He had not gone far till he came to a spring that asked him
‘| to clear away the weeds that were choking it. He answered that he had no

damp sticks. The fire asked his help. ‘I'm going to see the king, and I can’t

be bothered with you,’ the half chick teld it.
-“Inen he came to0 a Dush in wiich-the wiad was tangled, and when the
wind wished the chick to help free it he hopped right on, paying no attention.
_ “And when he came fo the king's palace the cook was making a pie for
his majesty. The king was wonderfully fénd of chicken ple, and, seeing the
little half chick, the cook caught it and threw it into the pot to boil for the ple.
| ‘the water not to drown it and the fire not to burn it,

"\l\’l i

The Wind Blew the |
Chick to the Vane. |

Weather Vane.

ddy.

was a mother hen who was noted for

it’s a very safe place,’ his mother an-

the king.’ the balf chick said.

a fite that was being smothered with

trouble he would not help them.
the cook saw this she took the

in

i

decision,

BLUNDERS IN WAR MANAGEMENT CAUSE

BREACH IN BRITISH POLITICAL

The United Kingdom now witnesses
a goneral abandonment of the truce
between the political~parties, which
was observed during the early months
of the war and which apparently was
cemented for the duration of the war
when the coalition government was
formed. There is a stecady growth of
the newspaper attacks on the govern-
ment, the general burden of which is
the slowness, the lack of foresight :.m(!
and the mismanagement ol

the Dardanelles enterprises. While all
newspapers disclaim partisan motives,
all the more prominent journals par-
ticipating in the opposition belong to
the Conservative party, with the ex-
ception of the Manchester Guardian.
The newspapers generally hold Premier
Asquith responsible for the conduct of
affairs. The Lord Northcliffe group
headed by the Times and the Dally
Mail, now as heretofore the most bit-
ter critics of the Asquith government,

with the support of the dMorning I'osi,

was jolned by the Qbserver, which is
the foremost Sunday paper of London,
and the Referee, which has a large
following among the masses. David
Lloyd-George is the leading candidate
advanced for succession, but other
prominent Britons, such as Viscount
Haldane, former secretary of state for
war: Lord Curzon, former vietroy of
India, were also mentioned. In the
pictures No, 1 is Lord Northclifts; No,
2, Lord Haldane; No. 3, Lora Curzon;
No. 4, TIo7aA-GeoiRo; INU. By Amjussiie
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WAR, SAYS HAECKEL, DISPROVES PROVIDENTIAL GOD;
PROMINENT CLERGYMEN TAKE ISSUE WITH HIM

P o G T Y BT IS ST ST e
¢ o >

Some of the leading clergymen of
America, -after the extracts from the
latest book of Professor Ernst Haeckel,
fhe famous German zoologist, biologist,
philosopher and ploneer of monism,
vigorously asssiled his arguments that
the present war has ended the “il-
lusion” of the existence of a provi-
dential God, predestination and the im-
mortality of the soul. One of them de-
scribed Professor Haeckel's conclusions
as nonsense, and on further considera-

tion tore to pleces the statements of
the aged German thinker. Dr. Wil-
liam T. Manning, rector of Trinity
church in New York, said:
“These months of war have brought us
back to reality. They have shown us
once more the truth about Thuman
nature. It seems clear that when the
war is ended the world will be 8 new
place and that the church will have
the greatest opportunity sha has ever
yvet known. It seems certain that out

of this war will come a mighty im-
pulse toward democracy. With all its
horrors the struggle is making toward
world brotherhood. The war has
drawn together the east and west and
broken down the old barriers of race
to a degree which we can not yet fully
realize. This situation will offer to the
church a wholly new missionary op-
portunity.” The picture shows Pro-
fessor Haeckel In his workroom with &

skeleton of a monkey.
-—7:=
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Civilization and Savagery.

- The one great: difference between
the savage and civilized man is that
the former clings to the past, while
the latter is slways looking to the fu-
ture. Civilization's systems of thought
and life arfe constantly progressing,
but the savage's systems are held sta-
tionary by customs and religions of a
long-past age. We are ruled by imag-
ination, but the savage's world is dom-
fnated. by a nightmare of tradition,

Help Wanted.

“Can 1 do anything for you?” asked
the pesping motorist of an exasper-
atcd man who was tiying (o change &
tire while his wife, a woman of com-
manding appesrance, stood by and
gave numerous directions. “Yes, in-
deed,” replied the exasperated man,
as he mopped his brow. “My wife
here is an ardent suffragette. I wish
' you would talk.to her about the cause
until 1 get this tire on.”

South American Industry,

The sap of the sapodilla tree is
very largely used in the manufacture
of ¢hewing gum. The tree is cuiti-
vated in Mexico and Central America,
and the method of collecting the sap,

'
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]
called ‘‘chicle,” is very similar to that
employed in extracting maple sugar.
Mexico alone in 1910 exported chicle
valued at $170,000, which will give
you a good idea of the extent of the
chewing gum industry.

Another Definition for Love,

“What is love?” asked the very
young man after the manner of his
kind. “Love,” answered the man with
the absent hair, “is an obseasion that
causes two otherwise sane young peo-
ple to leave their happy homes and
become flat dwellers.” .

Net & Mourning Sul

Browning—“I just met Whyte on
his way downtown to recover his son’s
body.” Greening—"‘What! Do you
mean to tell me that his son was
drowned?” Browning—"“Oh, no, But
his father said he needed & new suit
of clothes.”

7 Had Enough.

“Muh wife mar'd me to refawm me,
sah,” stated Brother Hilsondigger,
‘“and I'm so plum bodaciously re-
fawmed dat I wouldn't marry ag'in it
I done lived to be as old ss Methooze-
lum!"—Judge.

Nero's “Lorgnette.”

Nero, who was nearsighted, had a
small transparent jewel, probably an
accidentally  .formed ' -lens, through
which he watched the sports in the
arena. The principle of the lems not
being known, the power of the jewel
was supposed to be of magical origin
and the gem was regarded as a very,
wonderful talisman. .

~.
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Go to Scheol on Skis.
Sixteen children in western Mon«
tana go to school ‘'on skis from Oo-
tober to June. The snow is some-
times so deep that the telegraph wires
are right beside the children. Willows
stuck in the snow mark the trail to;

and from the school,
_‘..T‘_‘
b3

Dangerous ldea.

The man who comes into the world

with the notion that ne is really going

to instruct it in matters of the highest

importance may thank his. stars. if he

escape with a whole skin.—Schoper
hauer. . .

Intangible Riches.
*Is Dubson possessed of much prop-
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